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Isn't he slightly ridiculous in seeking to measure my day-to-
day chronicle by the epic standard? I never called it an epic, or
thought of it as an epic, nor did anyone else, to my knowledge.
The thing follows an exact diary sequence, and is literally true,
throughout. Whence was I to import his lay-figure hero?
Leaders of movements have to be intelligent, as was Feisal, to
instance my chief character. Read talks as though I had been
making a book, and not a flesh-and-blood revolt.
I also disagree with much of his page 40. I have known
intimately English, Turk and Arab soldiers, from experience of
the ranks of those armies. I have some acquaintance with French,
Italians and Belgians. I entirely repudiate his suggestion that
one race is better than another. This is the purest jingoism and
Morning Postliness. They apply it to the Irish, and so to\nyself.
He will excuse me from believing so meanly about my own kind.
There were compensations in Flanders. The breaking point of
man remains much the same everywhere, and many Arabs and
English broke down on the Arab front. Many of these would
have broken down in Flanders. He writes as if 'adventure' were
a delightful thing. It hurts, if it is the sort of time we had, as he
implies. Also his saying that the press is mostly in the hands of
non-combatants strikes me as not a very illuminating circumstance
if true. He is one of the few really fighting men I have heard
entertain a bitterness against non-coms. We usually envy them.
Agreed a thousand times about Doughty. If only the people who
run about after my farthing dip would go and read Doughty.
But D, is partly to blame for that. These fellows here, with
whom I have lived the last five years, are not so sure in their
English as to enjoy Arabia Deserta. D. uses hard words for which
they would need a dictionary, and his Scandinavian syntax
puzzles them. He closed his goodness off from the world by not
being as honest and simple in manner as he was in mind ... and
so people like Rosita Forbes and Mrs. Hull and me can still
write about the desert.
His last six lines are, I'm sure, very near the truth; except that
there too he must pursue his quarrel against the word adventure.
He seems beset with whims and bogies. Has he in some way a
grudge against something in life? In his writing I see a lack of